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THE ALDINE. 



sorrowing mother to which we have become so ac- 
customed in France during the last few years, "I 
heard you knew the President, and could intercede 
with him for my poor son ! " Her son had been im- 
plicated in the attempt to unfurl the Red Flag at 
Tours, in March, 1871. "Eugene was then but 
twenty years old — he is the best boy in the world — 
he was misled — he did hardly anything — and now 
he is to be transported to New Caledonia for ten 
years! — my only son!" Her sobs and tears rent 
my heart. But what could I do ? I had no influence. 
— " Tz'ens," I thought all of a sudden, " I will go to 
Madame Thiers, and remind her of her promise made 
so many years ago." I comforted my distressed vis- 
itor as best I could, and asked her to come back 
next day. The matter was urgent, she said, and I 
assured her I would lose no time. I lost none. 



elaborate than mine, and the ease with which she 
treated me made me feel at once at home, and that 
we really lived in a Republic. I told her what I had 
come for, and, I believe, I pleaded with a little elo- 
quence. Kind-hearted lady, she mingled her tears 
with mine as I told her all about the poor mother's 
distress ! "Alas ! alas ! " she sighed. " I will speak 
to my husband; but," she added, taking my hand, 
"do not be too hopeful — for he is comparatively 
powerless." I suggested that Madame Thiers should 
induce her husband to write to the Committee of 
Pardons in behalf of the poor woman's son. She 
consented. I gave her the name of the unfortunate 
youth. "Will you'plead his cause? " I said. "To-day, 
at the dinner-table," she answered, with a glance re- 
vealing her whole kind heart. 

I rose to go, but Madame Thiers detained me. 



me very little. I receive twice a week, as I always 
did ; and that is a pleasure, not a burden for me. I 
go to Paris four or five times a week, to watch the 
fitting up of our new house ; I read and write letters ; 
see a few people, who come to me with petitions 
(there are not many of them, though), and have some 
friends or distinguished strangers at the dinner- 
table ; and that is about all. Why, I lead about the 
same life as poor Queen Amelie, who told me one 
day she wished her household duties were more 
onerous." 

When she mentioned her new house in Paris, her 
face assumed a graver expression. I appreciated her 
grief at the loss of her old residence. What memories 
clustered round that unpretending building in the 
Rue Dames St. George— what treasures it contained, 
and what distinguished personages had crossed its 




Half an hour afterward I was on my way to Versailles. 
When my fiacre stopped in front of the Palais du 
President, I was amused at the surprise manifested 
by the portier when I handed him my card, and 
begged him to say to Madame Thiers that I was very 
anxious to see her on that day yet. " Madame," he 
replied, with a smile, "admits all visitors at once." 
I was conducted to a small reception-room, and a 
few minutes afterward Madame Thiers stepped in, 
with a vivacity truly charming in an old lady of 
seventy. Old, I say — in years, yes, and her hair is 
white, too ; but, otherwise, she looked really young. 
Her eyes were still as bright and kind as thirty years 
ago — her carriage was decidedly erect, and her man- 
ners seemed less timid and livelier than when I had 
met her before. 

She was good enough to remember our slight ac- 
quaintance of thirty years ago, and to chide me, 
pleasantly, for never having renewed it. 1 wanted to 
excuse myself for not appearing before her en grande 
toilette, but her plain, black silk dress looked no more 



THE BULL-CALF. — Peter Mohan. 

"No, no," she exclaimed; "you must not go yet; 
I have often wished to see }' - ou. Oh, I have read 
your books." I asked her which of them had pleased 
her best. " Vraz'ment," she replied, "your 'Pierre 
qui Roule.' " And then she asked, which one I liked 
best. There I was in a quandary. " What a ques- 
tion ! " I exclaimed, laughing. " If I were to tell the 
truth, I believe I dislike them all ! " " Oh, oh ! " and 
she joined in my laughter. The conversation now 
took a very merry turn. Madame Thiers asked me 
if 1 wrote much nowadays. " How can I ? " I asked. 
" When I am in the country, I have to take care of 
my grandchildren, and that takes up most of my 
time ; and, in Paris, I do not find much leisure, either. 
I am sure," I added, "your time, madame, is likewise 
greatly occupied." " What a mistake ! " was the 
merry reply. " Why, M'lle Doche and I read nearly 
all day. Give us a new book, and I will promise to 
read it at one sitting."- " But your duties as the wife 
of his excellency the President ? " I ventured to in- 
quire. " My public duties ? Ah, they inconvenience 



threshold ! I did not dare to open my mouth about 
it, and tried to change the conversation. But Mad- 
ame Thiers did not laugh again. 

I took my departure, after having promised to visit 
the dear lady again. I am sure I shall redeem my 
promise this time, and I believe she has fulfilled hers ; 
for the poor mother has written me that, by order 
from Versailles, her son's departure for New Cale- 
donia has been postponed until his case can be ex- 
amined again, and that the people of Tours believe 
he will not be transported. — George Sand, 



JUNE. 

" Give me a month," said the Summer, 

Demanding of Nature a boon, 
" That shall make surly Winter forgotten, 

And be with all sweet things in tune ! 

"■ The skies must be blue — the Sun golden — 
Love must light the white lamp of the Moon." 

The great Mother smiled, and she kissed her, 
And the smile and the kiss were — June ! — Henry Richards. 



